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Chapter II -- Comtfumed From Last
Saturday.

He was obliged to look up at her as he
yose. Mrs. Horncastle was sitting erect,
beautiful and dazzling as even he had nev-

er seen her before. For his resolution had
suddenly lifted a great weight from her
shoulders-the dangerous meeting of hus-
band and wife the next morning, and its
results, whatever they might be, had been
quietly averted. She felt, too, a half-
frightened joy even in the constrained
manner in which he had imparted his de-
termination. That frankness which even

she had sometimes found so crushing, was

gone.
"I really think you are quite right," she

saiT, rising also, "and, besides, you see. it
will give me a chance to talk to her as you
wished."
"To talk to her as I wished," echoed Bar-

ker. abstractedly.
"Yes, about Van Loo. you know," said

Mrs. Horneastle, smiling.
"Oh. certainly.about Van Loo, of course,"

he returned. hurriedly.
"And then." said Mrs. lorncastle. bright-

ly. "I'll tell her. Stay." she interrupted
herself hz:rriediy. "Why need I say any-
thing about your having been here at all?
It might only annoy her, as you yourself
suggeet." She stopped breathlessly, with
parted lips.
"Why, indeed'" said Barker. vaguely.

Yet All this was so uilike his usual truth-
fulness that he slightly hesitated.
"ltes," continued Mrs. Horncastle. no-

ticing it. "you know you can always tell
her later if necessary. And." she added,
with a charming mischievousness, "as she
didn't tell you she was coming. I really
don't see why you are bound to tell her
that you were here."
The Eophistry pleased Barker. even

though it put him into a certain retaliating
attitu-e toward his wife which he was not
aware of feeling. But, as Mrs. Horneastle
put it. it was only a playful attitude.
"Certainly," he said. "Don't say anything

about It.'
He moved to the door. with his soft,

broad-brimmed hat swinging between his
fingers. She noticed for the first time that
he lookeel taller in his long black serape
and rilir.g boots. and. oddly enough, much
more like the hero of an amorous tryst
than Va' Loo. "1 know." she said bright-
ly, "you are eager to get back to your old
friend, nrd it would be selfish for me to
try to k-ep you longer. You have had a
stupiel evening, but you have made it pieas-
ant to mie by telling me what you thought
of Ine And lefore you go I want you to
belie ve that I shall try to keep that goodopirion:? She spoke frankly in contrast
to the slightly wordly constraint of Bark-
er's iir.r-r: it seemed as if they had
changed charac'ters. And then she ex-
ten e'l her hand.
With a low hyow, and withoit looking up.he took it. Again their pulses seemed to

leap together with one accord and the
same mysterious understanding. He could
not tel if he had unconsciously pressed herhan., or if she ha! returned the pressure.But wher. their haids unclasped it seemed
as if it were the division of one flesh andspir it.
She remained standing by the open dooruntil :. footstf ps pass.ed down the stair-

case. Then she suddenly closed and lockedthe door. with an instinct that Mrs. BarkerM-ight at once rt turn now that he was
gone. a,;d! she wi.=hed to be a moment alone
to re-over hr-elf. Hut she presentlyop--ned it axain arl listened.
Tnere was a noise in the courtyard, butit s un.led like the rattle of wheels morethan like the clatter of a horseman. T"-,nshe was ov -eome,a sudden sense of pityfor the unfortunate woman still hidingfrcrm her husband. and felt a momentarych-iva!roas exaltation of spirit. Certainlyshe had done "good" to that wretch"d"Kitty.:' perhats she had earned the epi-thet that Iarker had applied to her. Per-haps tiat was the meaning of all this hap-pir.ess to her. and the result was to ibe

only :h. hs;.ipit- an'I rcroncillation of
the wife and husband. This was to be herrewa:. I :i- to say that tears had
come into her beautiful eyes at this satis-
factory conclusion. hut she dashed them
away "1 ran out into the hall. It was
quite dark, but thre was a faint glimmeren !h --1. as if the door of Mrs.
Barker, b-1I room was ajar to an eagerIistt rr. She fi-w toward the glimmer
and puishe I the door open; the room was
empty. Impty of Mrs. Barker, emptyof hr-.:- : box. ne r reticule and shawl.
She was gone.

Still Mrs. Horneastle lingered; the woman
might have go, frightened and retreated
to snm further rocm at the opening of
the riour and the comitg of her husb~and.
She walked along the passage, calling ner
narne softly. She even penetrated the
dre ary half-lit public jparlor, expecting to
fini her crouching there. Then a sudden
wild idea took possession of her; the mis-

Demaorent mad the Blackamith.
e*able wife had repented of her act and of
her concealment and had crept downstairs
to await her husband in the office. She
had told him some new lie, had beggedhim to take her with him, and Barker, of
ecurse. had assented. Yet, she now knew
why she had heard the rattling wheels
instead of the clattering hoofs she hadlistened for. They had gone together, as
he first proposed, in the buggy.
She ran -wiftly dlown the stairs ani en-

tered the office. The overworked clerk wasbt.sy and querulouely curt. These women
were always asking such Idiotic questions.Yes. Mir. Barker had just gone.
"With Mrs. Barker in the buggy'" asked

Mrs. Horn'.astle.
"No, as he came-on horseback, Mrs.Barker left half an hour ago.""Alone?'
This was apparently too much for thelong-suffering clerk. He lifted his eyes tothe ceiling, and then, with painful precisl-)nand acoenting every word with his pencilon the dlesk before him, saId deliberately:
Mrs. George Harker-eft-here-.with her-

--for-in-the--buggy - at exactly - i9:3."And he plunged into his work again,Mrs. Horncastle turned, ran up the stair-
ease, re-entered the sitting room, and.alamming the door behind her, hatted in
the center of the room, ponting, erect,beautifuil and menacing. An she wasalce. in this empty room, this desertedhoteL. From this very room her own hus-band had left her with a brutality on hisEpe. From this room the fool and Miar
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with a swindling hypocrite. And from this
rocm the only man in the world she ever
cared for had gone forth bewildered,
wronged and abused, and she knew now
she could have kept and comforted him.

Chapter IV.
When Philip Demorest left the stage

coach at the Cross Roads he turned into
the only wayside house, the blacksmith's
shop, and declaring his Intention of walk-
ing over to Hymettus, asked permission to
leave his handbag and wraps until they
could be sent after him. The blacksmith
was surprised that this "lIkely mannered,"
distinguished-looking "city man" should
walk eight miles when he could ride, and
tried to dissuade him. offering his own
buggy. But he was still more surprised
when Demnrest, laying aside his duster,
took off his coat and, slinging It on his
arm, prepared to set forth with the good-
bumored assurance that he would do the
dirtance in a couple of hours and get in in
time for supper. "I wouldn't be too sure
of that." said the blacksmith grimly, "or
even of getting a room. They're a stuck-
up lot over there, and they ain't goin' to
hump themselves over a chap who comes
trapesin' along the road like any tramp,
with nary baggage."
But Denorest laughingly accented the

risk, and, taking his stout stick In one
hand. pressed a gold coin into the black-
smith's palm. which was, however, declined
with such reddening promptness that Dem-

HE GLANCED AT IT, AND IN A GRAl
THING WR(

orest as promptly reddened and apologized.
The habits of European travel had been
still strong on him, and he felt a slight
patriotic thrill as he said, with a grave
smile, "Thank you, then; and thank you
still more for reminding me that I am
among my 'own people,'" and stepped
lightly out into the road.
The air was still deliciously cool, but

warmer currents from the heated pines be-
gan to alitcrnate with the wind from the
summit. He found himself sometimes
walking through a stratum of hot air,
which seemed to exhale from the wood
itself, while his head and breast were
swept by the mountain breeze. He felt th-
old intoxicatic'ni of the balmy scented air
again, and the live years of care and nope-
les. r*.s laid upon his shoulders since he
had last breathed its fragrance slipped
from them like a burden.
There had been but little change here:

perhao- the road was wider and the dust
lay thicker. but the great pines still mount-
ed in serried ranks on the slopes as before
with no gaps in their unending files. Here
was the spot where the stag, coach had
passed them that eventful morning when
they were coming ou't of tlfeir camp life
into the world ot civilization: a little fur-
ther back the spot where Jack Hamlin had
forced upon him that grim memento of the
attempted rubbery of their cabin, which he

hdkpever since. Hei half smiled again
at the superstitious interest that had made
him keej it. with the Intention of some
day returning to bury It, wIth all recol-
lections of the deed, under the site of the
old cabin. As he went on in the vivifyinginfluer.ce of the air and scene, new life
seemed to course through his velns; his
step reemned to grow as elastic as in the old
days of their hitter but hopeful struggle
for fortune, w'hen hc. had gayly returned
from his weekly tramp to Boomvllle laden
with the scant provision procured by their
Acant earnings and dying credit. Those
were the days when her living image still
inspired his heart with faith and hope;when evcrything was yet possible to youth
and love, and before the irony of fate had
given him fortune with one hand only to
withdraw her with the other. It wasstrange and cruel that coming back from
his quest of rest and forgetfulness he
should find only these youthful and san-
guine dreams revive with his reviving
vigor. He walked on more hurriedly as if
to escape them, and was glad to be di-
verted by one or two passing carryalls andchar-a-b~ancs filled with gayly dressed pleas-
ure parties-evidently visitors to Hymettus
-which passed him on the road. Here were
the first signs ot change. He recalled thetrain. of pack mules of the old days, thefile of pole-and-basket-carrying Chinese,
the squaw with the pappoose strapped toher sho'ulders, or the wandering and foot-
sore prospector, who were the only way-farers he used to meet. He contrasted
their halts and friendly greetings with the
insolent curiosity or undisguised contemptof the carriage folk, and smiled as hethought of the warnhng of the blacksmith.
But this did not long divert him; he foundhirnself again returning to his previousthought.
Indeed, the face of the young girl In oneof the carriages had cuite startled him

wIth its resemblance to an old memory ofhis lost love, as he saw her-her frail, paleelegance encompassed In laces as she lean-ed back In her drive through 5th avenue,with eyes that lit up and became trans-
figured only as he passed, He tried to
think of his useless quest in search of herlast resting place abroad; how he had beenbaffed by the opposition of her survivingrelations, already Incensed by the thoughtthat her decline had been the effect of herhepeless passion. He tried to recall thefew frigid lines that reconveyed to himthe last letter he had sent her, with the
announcement of her death and the hopethat "his persecutions" would now cease.A wild idea bad sometimes come to him
out of the very insuflciency of his knowl-edge of this climal, but he had alwaysput it aside as a preeursor of that madnesswhich might end his ceaseless thought.And now It was returning to him here,thousands of miles away from where she
was peacefully sleeping, and even .fillinghim with the vigor of youthful hope.'The brief mountain twilight was givingway now to the radiane of the risingmoon. He endeavored to fix his thoughtsupon his partners, who were to meet himat Hymettus after thesq long years o
seperation.
Hymettus! He recanaed now the odd oe-Incidence that he had mlschh'reusly usedas a gag to his questionting fellow traveler,hut now he. had really come from a ia

near Athena to flag his ett house thu

thought of it with a gravity he had not
felt before. He- wondered who had named
it. There was no suggestion of the soft,
sensuous elegance of the land he had left
in those great heroics of nature before
him. Those enormous tree. were no woods
for faun or dryads; they had their own
god-like majesty of bulk and height, and
as he at last climbed the summit and saw
the dark-helmeted head of Black Spur be-
fore him, and beyond It the pallid, spirit-
uai eloud of the Bierras, he did not think
of Olympus. Yet for a moment he was
startled as he turned to the right by the
Doric-columned facade of a temple painted
by the moonbeams and framed In an open.
ing of the dark woods before him. It was
not until he had reached it that he saw
that It was the new post ofice of Heavy
Tree Hill.
And now the buildings of the new settle-

ment began to faintly appear. But the
obscurity of the shadow and the equall3
disturbing unreality of the moonlight con-
fused him in his attempts to recognize the
old landmarks. 'A broad and well-kep
winding Toad had taken the place of the
old, steep, but direct, trail to his cabin
He had walked for some moments in un-
certainty, when a sudden sweep of the
road brought the full crest of the hill above
and before him, crowned with a tiara of
lights, overtopping a long base of flashing
windows. That was all that was left of
Heavy Tree Hill. The old foreground ol
"buckeye" and odorous ceanothus was
gone. Even the great grove of pines be-
hind it had vanished.
There was already a stir of life in the

road, and he could see figures moving
slowly along a kind of sterile, formal ter-
race spread with a few dreary marble
vases and plaster statues which had re-
placed the natural slope and the great
quartz buttresses of outcrop that support-
ed it. Presently he entered a gate and
soon found himself In the carriage drive
leading to the hotel veranda. A number of
fair promenaders were facing the keen
mountain night wind In wraps and furs.
Demorest had replaced his coat, but his
boots were red with dust, and as he as-
cended the steps he could see that he was
eyed with some superciliousness by the
guests and considerable suspicion by the
servants. One of the latter was approach-ing him with an Insolent smile when a
figure darted from the vestibulg, and,
brushing the waiter aside, seized Dem-
orest's two hands in his and held him at
arm's length.
"Demorest, old man!"
"Staoy, old chap!"
"But where's your team? I've had all

the spare 'ostlers and hall boys listeningfor you at the gate. And where's Barker!
When he found you'd given the dead cut
to the railroad-his railroad, you know-he
loped over to Boomville after you."
Demorest briefly explained that he had

'E VOICE SAID: "THERE 19 SOME-
NG HERE."

walked by the old road and probablymissed him. But by this time the waiters,crushed by the spectacle Of this travel-
,%orn stranger's affectionate reception bythe great financial magnate, were wildlyapplying their brushes and handkerchiefs
to his trousers and boots until Stacy again
swept them away.
"Get Off, all of You! Now, Phil, You come

with me. The house is full, but I've made
the manager give you a lady's drawing
room suite. When you telegraphed You'd
meet us here there was no chance to get
anything else. It's really Mrs. Van Loo's
family suite, but they were sent for to go
to Marysville Yesterday, and so we'll run
you in for the night."
"But-- Protested Demorest.
"Nonsense!" said Stacy, dragging him

away. "We'll pay for It, and I reckon the
old lady won't object to taking her share
of the damage, either, or she isn't Van
Loo's mnother. Come."
Demorest felt himself hurried forward

by the energetie Stacy, preceded by the
obsequious manager, through a corridor,
to a handsomely furnished suite, into
whose bath room Stacy Incontinently
thrust him.
"Tht re. Wash up, and, by the time you're

ready Barker ought to be back, and we'll
have supper. It's waiting for us in the
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as a horseman dashed into the drive be-
fore the hotel, "QAUl him yourseL
You know you and she. w1a get along
beat without me." '

- I
In another momet Bukter had buret

into the room, and OiMs Urst tempestuous
greeting of Demoregtsthettatter saw little
change in his youngbr paSiner, as he held
him at anna' length '0leo1 at him. "Why,
Barker, old boy, you*aVetet got a bit older
since the day when-youT remember-you
went over to Boosrilleif to cash your
bonds, and then came back and burst upon
us like this to tell us-You were a beggar."
"Yee," laughed Barker. "and all the

while ,you fellows w b ding four aces
up your sleeve In tW5h" of the big
strike."
"And you, Georgy10iboy," returned

Demorest, swinging a two hands
backward and forw=td Zere holding a
royal flush up yours-4i tli shape of your
engagement to Kitty.
The fresh color died out of Barker's

cheek, even while the frank laugh was still
on his mouth. He turned his face for a
moment toward the window, and a swift
and almost involuntary glance passed be-
tween the others. But he almost as quickly
turned his glistening eyes back to Demor-
eat again, and said eagerly: "Yes, dear
Kitty! You shall see her and the baby to-
morrow."
Then they fell upon the supper with the

appetites of the past, and for some mo-
ments they all talked eagerly and even
noisily together, all at the same time, with
the even spirit of the past. They recalled
every detail of their old life; eagerly and
Impetuously recounted the old struggles,
hopes and disappointments, gave the
strange Importance of schoolboys to un-
important events, and a mystic meaning to
a shibboleth of their own; roared over old
jokes with a delight they had never since
given to new; reawakened Idiotic nick-
names and by-words with intense enjoy-
ment; grew grave, anxious and agonized
over forgotten names, trifling dates, use-
less distances, ineffective records and
feeble chronicles of their domestic econ-
omy. It was the thoughtful and melan-
choly Demorest who remembered the exact
color and price paid for a certain shirt
bought from a greaser peddler amidst the
envy of his companions; it was the finan-
cial magnate, Stacy, who couid inform
them what were the exact days they nad
salaratus bread and when flapjacks: it was
the thoughtless and mercurial Barker who
called with unheard-of accuracy, amid the
applause of the others, the full name of
the Indian squaw who assisted at their
washing. Even then they were almost
feverishly loth to leave the subject, as if
the past, at least, was secure to them still,
and they were even doubtful of their own
free and full accord in the present. Then
they slipped rather reluctantly into their
later experiences, but with scarcely the
same freedom or spontaneity; and it was
neticeable that these records were elicited
from Barker by Slacy -or fron Stacy by
Barker for the information of Demaurest,
often with chaffing and only under good-
humored protest. "Tell Demoreat how you
broke the 'Copper Ring.' " from the ad-
miring Barker, or "Tell Demorest how
your d-d foolishness in buying up the
right and plant of the Ditch Company got
you control of the rainroad," from the mis-
chIevous Stacy, were challenges in point.
Presently they left the table, and, to

the astonishment of the waiters who re-
mcved the cloth, common briarwood pipes,thoughtfully provided by Barker in com-
memoration of the past, were lit, and theyranged themselves in armchairs before the
fire quite unconsciously In their old atti-
tudes. The two windows on either side of
the hearth gave them the same view that
the oven door of the old cabin had made
familiar to them-the league-long valleybelow, the shadowy byik of'dAhe Black Spur
rising in the distance-. andg still more re-
mote, the pallid snowdine that soared even
beyond Its crest.
As In the old time they "were for many

moments silent; and then,! as in the old
time, it was the irrebressikle Barker who
broke the silence. "BAt Stacy does not tell
you anything about tgl5 frind, the beauti-
ful Mrs. Horncastle. You now, he's the
guardian of one of the' fih'est women in
California-a woman as noble and gener-
ous as she is handsome. Aind think of it!
He's protecting her Arom her brute of a
husband, and looking after her property.Isn't it good and cl'italroug of him?"
The irrepressible ladghter of the two men

brought only wonder 6d 'reproachful in-
dignation into the widely opened eyes of
Barker. He was perfqctly sincere. He had
been thinking of Stapy' pdmiration for
Mrs. Horncastle in his ride from Boomville,
and, strange to say, lyet characteristic of,
his nature, it was the equally tatural out-
come of his interview with her. and the sin-
gular effect that she had upon him. That
he (Barker) thoroughly sympathized with
her only convinced him that Stacy must
feel the same for her, and that, no doubt,
she must respond to him equally. And
how noble it was in his old partner, with
his advantages of position in the world
and his protecting relations to her, not to
avail himself of this Influence upon her
generous nature. If he himself-a mar-
ried man and the husband of Kitty-was
so conscious of her charms, how much
greater it must be to the free and inex-
perienced Stacy.
The italics were in Barker's thought, for

in those matters he felt that Stacy and
even Demorest, occupied in other things,
had not his knowledge. There was no idea
or consciousness of heroically sacrificing
himself or Mrs. Horncastle in this; I am
afraid there was iot even an idea of a
superior morality in himself in giving up
the possibility of loving her. Ever since
Stacy had first seen her he had fancied
that Stacy liked her-indeed, Kitty fancied
it, too-and it seemed almost providential
now that he should know how to assist his
old partner to happiness. For it was In-
conceivable that Stacy should not be able
to rescue this woman from her shameful
bonds, or that she should not consent to
it through his (Barker's) argurnents and
entreaties. To a "champion of dames" this
seemed only right and proper. In his un-
failing optimism he translated Stacy's
laugh as embarrassment and Demorest's
as only Ignorance of the real question. But
Demorest had noticed, If he had not, that
Stacy's laugh was a little nervously pro-
longed for a man of his temnerament, and
that he had cast a very keen glance at
Barker. A messenger arriving with a tele-
gram brought from Boomvlle called Stacy
momentarily away, and Barker was not
slow to take advantage of his absence..

"I wish, Phil," he said, hitching his chair
clcser to Demnorest, "that you would think
seriously of this matter, and try to per-
stade Stacy-who, I believe, is more inter-
ested in Mrs. Horncastle than he cares to
show-to put a little of that determination
in love that hie has shown in business.
She's an awfully fine woman, and in every
way suited to him, and he is letting an ab-
surd sense -of pride and honor keep him
from Influencing her to get rid of her Im-
possible husbarnd. There's no reason," con-
tinued Barker in a burst of enthusiastic
simplicity, "that because she has found
some one she likes better, and who would
treat her better, that she should continue
to slick to that beast whom all California
would gladly see her divorced from. I nev-
er could understand that kind of argument,
could your' Demorest looked at his com-
panion's glowing cheek and kindling eye
with a smile,
"A good deal depends upon the side from

which you argue. But, frankly, Barker
boy, though I think I .enoyvyou in all your
phases, I am not prep pd ygt to accept you
as a matchmaker. Ijwver, I'll think It
over and find cut sometipg more of this
from your goddess, whsq .seesns to have be-
witched you both. Bu4,what does Mistress
Kitty say to your adm etlp?"Barker's face elo ed,r but instantly
brightened, "Oh, theyr hebest of friends;
they're quite like us, .lru,lcnw, even to
larks, they have together." Ie stopped and
colored at his slip. BqtiDegqerest, who had
noticed his change of -yaression, was more
concerned at the 10oo .of'bat incredulity
and half suspicion wpieh acy, who had
re-entered the room tIm.ns to hear Bark-
er's speech, was rega. ingais unconscious
younger partner.
"I aidn't know thatjs.,orncastle andMrs. Barker were .up,fb~" be said

dryly ao he wat dowje But his facepresentiy became soabts~e that Dem.,
orest said gayly:
"Well, Jim, I'm garmn,ta Napoleon

of finance! I couldn't, tsditto -have myprivacy or my relaxato eknIn upon at
any moment as yours wap just now.- What
confounded somersaults la stocks has putthat face on you?'
Stacy looked up quickly, with his brief

laugh. "I'm afraid you'll be none the wiser
If I told you, That was a pony ex~pressmessenger from New York, Yqpa remember
how Barker, that night paf the strike. whbenwe were sitting here, or very naar here, to-
gether, proposed that we ought In have apaword or a symbol to esh, us tagether' Iacase of emergency for each other's help,Well, let us may I hav two 9tiees, oneIn Europe and one in ewYork. Iet wasmny password."-
"And,t.hope,te~ mens~ ugta cue,

added Demoareet,Stay laub4hshotJu.-

their old attitudes. -ooking fram the fire-
light to the distant bulk of BMack Spur
withot a word. The occasonal sound of
the voices of- promenaders on the veranda
at last ceased; there was the maims of the
shutting of heavy doors below, and Barker
rows.
"you'l excuse me. boy., but I must goand say 'Good night' to little 'Sta,' and see

he'n all right. I haven't seen him mince I
got back. But"-to Demorest-"youl me
him tomorrow, when Kitty comes. It in
as much as my life is worth to show him
before she certifies him as being present-able." He paused, and then added: "Don't
wait up, you fellows, for me; sometimes
the little chap won't let me go. It's as ithe thought, now Kitty's away. I was allhe had. But I'll be up early in the morn-ing and see you. I dare say you and Stacyhave a heap to say to each other on busi-
ness, and you won't miss me. So I'll may'good night."' He laughed lightly, pressedthe hands of his partners in his usual
hearty fashion, and went out of the room,
leaving the gloom a little deeper than be-
fore. It was so unusual for Barker to be
the first to leave anybody or anything In
trouble that they both noticed It. "But for
that," said Demorest, turning to Stacy as
the door closed, "I should say the dear
fellow was absolutely unchanged. But he
seemed a little anxious tonight."
"I shouldn't wonder. He's got two wo-

men on his mind, as if one was not
enough."
"I don't understand. You say his wife is

foolish, and this other-"
"Never mind that now," interruptedStacy, getting up and putting down his

pipe. "Let's talk a little business. That
other stuff will keep."
"By all means," said Demorest, with a

smile, settling down Into his chair, a little
wearily, however. "I forgot business: And
I forgot, my dear Jim, to congratulate you.rve heard all about you even in New York.
You're the man, who, according to every-body, now holds the finances of the Pa-
cific slope in his hands. And," he added,
leaning affectionately toward his old part-
ner, "I don't know any one better equipped
in honesty, straightforwardness and cour-
age for such a responsibility than you."
"I only wish," said Stacy, looking

thoughtfully at Demorest, "that I didn't
hold nearly a million of your money in-
cluded In the finances of the Pacific slope."
"Why," said the smiling Demorest, t'as

long as I am satisfied?"
"Because I am not. If you are satisfied.

I'm a wretched idiot and not fit for my
position. Now, look here, Phil. When you
wrote me to sell out your shares in the
Wheat Trust I was a little staggered. I
knew your gait, my boy, and I knew, too,
that while you didn't know enough to trust
your own opinions of feeling, you knew too
much to trust any one's opinion that was
not first class. So I reckoned you had the
straight tip, but I didn't see It. Now, I
ought not to have been staggered If I was
fit for your confidence, or, If I was stag-
gered, I ought to have had enough con-
fidence in myself not to mind.you. See?"
"I admit your logic, old man," said Dem-

orest, with an amused face, "but I don't
see your premises. When did I tell you to
sell out?"
"Two days ago. You wrote just after

you arrived."
"I have never written to you since I ar-

rived. I only telegraphed to you to know
where we should meet, and received your 4
message to come here."
"You never wrote me from San Francis-

co?"
"Never." 4
Stacy looked concernedly at his friend.

Was he in his right mind? He had heard 4
of cases where melancholy brooding on a
fixed idea had affected the memory. He
took from his pocket a letter case, and, se- I
lecting a letter, handed It to Demorest 4
without speaking.
He glanced at It, turned it over, read its I

contents, and in a grave voice said: "There I
is something wrong here. It is like my I
handwriting, but I never wrote the letter, I
nor has it been in my hand before." I
Stacy sprang to his side. "Then it's a I

forgery." I
"Wait a moment." Demorest, who, al- I

though very grave, was the most collected I
of the two, went to the writing desk, select- a
ed* a sheet of paper and took up a pen. 4
"Now," he said. "dictate that letter to me."
Stacy began, Demorest's pen rapidly fol-

lowing him:
"'Dear Jim: I
" 'On receipt of this get rid of my Wheat I

Trust shares at whatever figure you can. IFrom the way things pointed in New I
York-' I
"Stop," interrupted Demorest.
"Well?" said Stacy impatiently. I
"Now,my dear Jim,"'sai Demorest plain- I

tively, "when did you ever know me to 1
write such a sentence as the 'way things I
pointed?'"
"Let me finish reading." said Stacy. This E

literary sensitiveness at such a moment 1
seemed little short of puerility to the man I
of business.
"'From the way things pointed in New I

York,' continued Stacy, 'and from private I
advices received, this seems to be the only I
prudent course before the feathers begin to I

fly. Longing to see you again and the dear Iold stamping ground at Heavy Tree. Love 1

Barker. Has the dear old boy been at any Ifresh crank lately? Yours,
"'PHIL DEMOREST.'"

(To be continued.)
She Raised the Boys.

Frorn the Chicago Record.
Nine men sat in an unbroken row on one

side of an Alley "L" car the other morn-
ing. Near the door sat one lone woman.
Five women were standing, swinging on
to straps, as the train pulled out of Con- I
gress street terminus.
At 12th street two more women came In,

standing before a row of men who couldn't
see over their newspapers.
There was a mischievous twinkle in the t

eyes of the solitary young woman sittingnear the door. t
At 18th street the train slowed up with a.squeaking and grinding of wheels. The

gates rattled, and with a swing a young I
man in * fawn-colored coat, with a bunch
of carnations in his buttonhole, stepped in-3
to the car. He was just reaching for at
strap, when the young woman at the door
touched him on the arm.
He looked around inquiringly.
The young woman was standing, with a

perfectly serious look in her face.
"Won't you have this seat?" she asked C

in a beautifully modulated voice.
With his mouth open, the young man in C

his astonishment sat down.,
But it was only for a moment. In the

roar of laughter which followed every wo-
man in the group found a seat.1

Chile's Powerful Fleet,
From the London Standard.
From Plymouth there has just set sail

the most powerful naval squadron that has
ever crossed the Atlantic under any South
American flag. Its destination is Val-
paraiso, and it constitutes the recent ad-r
dition to the fleet of the Chilean republic.
The squadron is composed of ten vessels, I
namely, the armed cruiser Esmeralda of
7,000 tons, the Ministro Zentono of 4,000
tons and the Almirante Simpson of 1,00
tons; the transport Andamos of 5,000 tons. I
four torpedo destroyers, capable of making ithirty knots an hour, and a couple of large 'I
torpedo boats for ocean .use, with a speed 'I
of twenty-seven knots. The Esmeralda is I
declared by naval experts in England to be 'I
one of the most powerful ironclads afloat. '1
Besides these ships, Chile has still build- I
ing In England an ironclad of nearly 10,- '1
000 tons, which is to bear the name of 'I
O'Higgins, a mchoolship, and six torpedo '1
boats. With the fleet that Chile has afloat
and the vessels now in course of construc-
tion Chile bids fair to become in time a
powerful rival of the United 'States for the-
raval supremma of the western hemi-
sphere.

A May Queen.
From the Wave.
A gallant captain was called up by him

colonel to explain his assaulting the sen-
try on his return to barracks after dinner-
on the previous night. The captain had
forgotten the Incident entirely. The mesa-
try declared that the ocies' wan evidently
drunk. The captain's Irish soldier servant,
however, amapbaitafny pagested that Jbis-master was mober. "How is It that you
are so afire that he wan sober?' ased the
coloneL. "Did he speak to yost" "He did,sorr." "What did 1be may?" "He tould mto be sure and call bim early in the morn.-lug, sorr." "That -em all tight." mai
the codma; "and dij1-ah-4d the empta

en Why hew e to be alel early?"
to be Queen of1,
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Had Never Seem a TOmmet.
A correspondent of the Philadelphia
rlmes writes frc-n Colorado Springs as fol-
owe:
"rm from Missouri, and they'll have to
how me!"
That is what John Duffer of Pike county,
dissouri, remarked this morning as he was
)eing patched up in the office of Dr.
'reighton at Manitou. His face and hands
Vere badly scratched where they had come
a contact with the sharp gravel, there
.as a bruise over one eye where his head
Lad struck against a fragment of Pike's
leak, one elbow felt "like a tarnation wild-
at had clawed it," and there was a gen-
iral feeling of soreness "-pretty much
verywhere," ra he explained it to the dc-
or, but he was alive and thankful.
John had jumped from the platform of a
'olorado Midland passenger train, at the
ntrance to the first tunnel above Manitou,
rhile laboring under a mistake as to thelestination of the train, which appeared to
oe plunging into the mountain side.
"You don't catch me lettin' 'em run me
ato the ground with any of their gol darn-
d trains, when I've got a through ticket
o Cripple Creek In my pocket." he re-
narked, as the doctor took another stit-h
a his scalp and adjusted an artistic court
laster shingle on the swelling dome over
its right eye. "i'm pretty badly peeled ip,
ut you bet I'm still on top, and that's
rhere I'm going to stay." And John Duffe!r
ook a good-sized bite out of a mammath>iece of navy plug which he dug out of his
,ocket, and relapsed into momentaryilence, though his jaws worked faster than
ver.
"You see. doc." said the Missourian, as he
eluged the gas log In the doctor's fireplacerith the overflow from his lips. "I was
going over to Cripple Creek to see what
hose gold mines look like, where theyhovel up the stuff into a wagon and let
er go at that, and find chunks of gold in
he rocks. I had my grip and a bucket of
rub in the car, ard just after the train
ft the depot I went out on the platform to

,.,k at the mountains. Down on one sidelas a holler, and up on tother side was aill that I couldn't see to the top of. and
n all sides was mountains, and I couldn't
ee how the train was ever going to dodgehem all. The little shelf the train was
unning on kept wiggling through them,ills like a snake In a plow field. and then
looked ahead and saw where a hill had

een split plumb down to the ground to let
he railroad through, and that was all
ight, because I could see daylight on the
ther side. And then when the train went
trough that split In the hill it switched
round kinder to one side, and I could seehe track ahead of the engine, and then Iaw a big white mountain all covered with
now sticking clear up into the clouds, and
obody knows how much farther, and the
ext thing I knowed the engine give a
creech like she was most scared to death,nd I looked quick and the whole business
ras going plunk into a hole 'In the ground.nd then I jumped.Came near getting killed,
ut I fooled them that trip. You don'tatch me running up against any ganehat I don't know nothing about, and Iin't going into anything that I don't
now the way out of. Then I came down
Dwn to get patched up, and I'm going to
!ripple Creek some other way, even If I
ave to walk."
"And what' became of the train?" askedhe doctor, who had been feeling of Duff-er'sibs to see If they were all In place, "didn'they stop for your'
"Stop nothing. The last I saw of thearned thing it was still going into theole, and I didb't care whether it evertopped or not. I wasn't on it. Say, do
ou reckon I could get my bucket back Ifbey get them out"'
It took considerable time and the testi-
rony of several witnesses to convince Mr.
)uffer that the entire train and its. <on-rnts were not hopelessly buried in the In-erlor of Pike's Peak, and quite a littlerowd acccmpanled him to the station,rhere Agent Dunaway telegraphed to Cas-ade to return one lunch pail and grip ia-eled John Duffer, Pike county. Missouri.And as he left the station to fill up onfree soda biling right out of the ground."
[r. Duffer explained, once mnore: "When
lie train went Into that hole I thoughtre'd never see daylight again, and my only
bance was to jump, and so I jumped- I'mrome Missouri, and you'll have to showme."

A Telling Suamaaay.
During the late exciting efforts to so far
sodify the prohibition laws in Iowa as to
flow the manuf~acture of liquor from the
roducts of the state, a card bearing the
allowing legend was largely circulated:

PLEASE READ.
From a bushel of corn the distiller gets

aur gallons of whisky.

Phich retails---------- - . Mhe United States government gets.,. 4.40
he farmer gets----------.. 1he railroad company gets---....,.-.... 1.0the manufacturer gets,........... 4.00

he retailer gets.....................~ -.00

hie consumer gets--.......--,Druakhe wife ges------........Hungerhe children get---------......Rghe man that votes license ormulct saloon of manufactures''
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1n a sweltering hotday is hihesen
tia to coi ort and
health. It cools the
blood, reduces your
temperature, tones

the stomach.

HIRES
Rootbe60

should be in every
home, in everyoffice, in every work-

30 shop A temperancedrink more health-
ful than ice water,
more delightful and0 satisfying than any

e other beverage pro-
20 duced.

,.M."I %1 0t-e IL3
UIl C- ?InIi .. A ..p.
ogewke. & gans. Mau&5-erywhere.

Blan-
kets
cleaned-
by us at
the end
of a sea-
son's use,
can be
sold as
new. The
edges are

straight.
$1.50 per .

pair; no extra charge for rebindingwith silk ribbon.
Blankets ana lace euaa ma tfred fre.
GOO"s called for and dei'ered
A F. OR, %r*"

1103 G Street. N. W.

%aCHtAs!
BlooNerveFo

For Weak and Run Down People.
What is It! '

plce the ewuls of life that are haet.

Whait Does! 'T.'w h i
digestinne perfe t- It creates solid dedk, moasele ant
bran eo eativ mid -lear. It resoe I...

eteruad"."."fema'' e',at". ha. no equal.

WriteUsAboutYourCase.
The Dr. Chase Company,

1512 chestaut street, i'hiladlh.
.mhls-thsa~t

Nature Study Ea.3ged.
Froms the Philadelphia Ledger.
Teachera have a valuable ally in the Col-

lege of Agriculture of the Cornell Unver-
sity. whIch undertakes to assist, free of
charge, all teachers who want to Introduce
or extend nature atudy in their schools.
The director, Mr. Roberts, says: "Natur
atudy, or seeing familiar things In a new
light, Is a valuable factor In education.
How mnany people can explain, so that a
child can understand, why water puts out
fie:; why some young squash plants bringt
theIr shells out of the ground on their
backs and others do not; or show the dif-
terence between a leaf-bud and a fruit-bud
of the apple: or tell whence all the house
files come? The world Is full of such com-
mo thing., about which people do not In-

If you*a't nyaanythig, tyas ad a The

will get an arzswer.
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